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Poetical.

OH, CARRY ME BACK.
Oh! crrj- nicback to ury childhood's hours,

When I from cue was free:
When the swift- iujri-- days as they sedalonp

ere guiucn uayg to me.

Ob! tarrj we bick for the fairest flowers
Have lost their fragrance uow;

And I pioe Ibrtho cool, refreshing: brfceae,
Xii.it funned my childish brmv.

Ohl carry mo back o the jrrceD vld woods
Where ouce I lored to roam;

For I've sought iu vain for a tranquil spot
those old woods at home.

Oh: carry nnsJiack,

on a n iot.be r s face,
lasp her loving hand.

Oh! carry me back, for my heart grows faint
With this world s weary strife;

I sigh for one ray of those hopes so bright--
hich ghulden'd tnj early life.

Miscellaneous.
THE BROKEN MINATURE.

FOUNDED ON FACTS.

Two young officers belonging to the
same regiment aspired to the hand of
the same young lady. We will conceal
their real names under those of Albert
and Horace. Two youths more noble
never saw the untarnished colors of their
country wave over their heads or took
more undaunted hearts into the field, or
jiure forms or a more polished address in
the drawing room.

Yet there was a marked difference in
their characters, and each wore his vir-
tues so becomingly, and one of them, at
least, concealed his vices so becomingly
also, that the maiden who Saw then both,
was puzzled where to give the prefer-
ence, and stood as it were, between two
fiowers of very opposite and perfumes.

nd yet each ot equal color.; and beau- -

Horace who was the superior officer,
was more commanding in his figure than, tobut not so beautiful as Albert. Horace
was the more vivacious, but Albertspoko
with more eloquence upon all subjects.
Horace did not claim the praise of be
ing sentimental nor A lV.vt tl-.- , f.n-- .f tjovial. Horace laughed the most with
less wit. and Albert was the most witty
with less laughter. Horace was the most
nobly born. yet Albert had the butter
fortune, the mind that could acquire, and
the circumspection that could preserve
one.

Whom of the two did Matilda prefer ?
Yes she had a secret, an undefined pre
ference; yet did her inclinations walk
sisterly hand iu baud with her duties
that her spotless mind could not divide
them from each other. She talked the
more of Horace yet thought the mare of
Albert. As yet, neither of the aspirants
had declared themselves. Sir Oliver,
Matilda's father, soon put the matters of
at rest, tls had his private and family
reasons for wishing Horace to be the fa-

vored lover; but as he by no means wisb-- ..

ed to lose to himself and his daughter
the valued friendship of a mm of prop-
erty and honor, he took the delicate by
method of letting Albert understand
that everything he possessed, his
grounds his house and all belonged to
him. lie accepted only his daugh
ter. is

When the two soldiers called, and
they were in the habit of making their
visits together, Sir'Oliver always hud
some improvement to show him, some
dog for him to admire, or some horse for
him to try; and even in wet weather, er.
tiiere was never wanting a manuscript
to decipher, so that he was sure to take of
him out of the room or out of the house,
and leave Horace alone with his daugh-
ter,

as
uttering some disparaging remark,

iu a joe liar tone to the effect that Hor-
ace was fit only to dance attendance up- -

ou ladies.
Albert understood all Iiiis, and sub-

mitted.
for

He did not strive to violate the
l ights of hospitality, to seduce the affec-
tions of the daughter, and outrage the
feelings of the father. He was not one
of those who enter thetenipleof beauty,
and under the pretence of worshipping
the shrine, destroy it. A common-plac- e

lover might have done this but Albert
had no common-plac- e mind. But did
he not suffer ? O, that he suffered, and At
suffering, his actually altered looks, his in
heroic silence, and at times his forced
gaiety, too plainly testified.

He kept his flame in the inmost re
ess of his heart like a lamp in a semtl

jchrc, and which lighted up the ruins oi
ixmuucss alone.

To his daughter. Sir Oliver spoke
more explicitly. Jlcr affections had not
heen engaged; and the slight preference
that she began to feel m her heart for and
Albert, had its nature changed at once. to
When she found that Albert could not of
approach her as a lover, she found to
spring up in her bosom, a regard as sis-

terly
he

and ardent as if the same cradle
had rocked them both. She felt, and
der father knew that Albert was a char-
acter that must be loved, if not as a hus-
band, as a brother.

The only point upon which Matilda
differed with her father, was to tho de-

gree of eneouragemeut that ought to be
given to Horace. the

"Let us, my dear father," she would fered
eiitreatiugiy say, -- bu free at least for
one year. Let us for that period stand
committed by no engagement; we are
both young, myself oxtremely so. A
peasant maiden would lay a longer pro- -

bation upon her swain. Do but ask Al
bert if I am not in the right?"

The appeal that she made to Albert,
which ought to have assured her father
of the purity of her sentiments, fright-
ened him into a suspicion of lurking af-
fections having crept into her bosom.

Affairs were at this crisis when Na-
poleon returned from Elba, and burst
like a demon of war from a thunder
cloud, upon the plains of France, and
all the warlike and valorous arose and
walled her in with their veteran blfcastS.-
The returned hero.

it to battle.
The regiment of our rivals was order

ed to Belgium. After many entreaties
from her father, Matilda at length con-

sented to sit for a miniature to an emi-

nent artist, but Upon the express stiptt
lation. "when it should be given to Hor-
ace, that they were still to hold them-
selves free. The miniature was finish-
ed, the resemblance excellent, and the
exultation and rapture of Horace com-
plete. He looked upon the possession
of it, notwithstanding Matilda's stipula-
tion, as an earnest of his happiness.
lie had the picture set most ostentatious-
ly, in (he finest jewels, and constantly
wore it on his person; and his enemies
said he showed it with more freedom
than the delicacy of his regard to Matil-
da should have warranted.

Alnert made no complaint, lie ac-

knowledged the merit's of his rival
the more eagerly as the riyalship

was suspected. The action at Quirta
Aras has taken place. The principal
body of the British troops are at Brus-
sels, and the news of the rapid advance
or the trench is brougntto Wellington;
and the forces are, before break cf day.
moving forward. But where is Horace
The column of troops to which lie be
longs is on the line of march, but Al
bcrt end not Horace is at the head.

lie enem y art ht. (!!or
right fai rle.ims in the front, whiis

dishonor and infamy scowl in the rear.
The orders to charge are given, and at
the very moment that the brittle is about

join, the foaming, jaded, breathless
courser of Horace strains forward as if
with a last effort, nod seems to have but
just strong h enough to wheel with his
rider into his station. A faint huzza
from' the troovs welcome their leader. X

On, yc brave, on !

The edges of the armies join. The
scream the snout the groan, and the
voliying thunder of artillery, mingle in
one leafcning roar. The smoke clears
away --1 ie charge is over the whirl-pas- t.

wind is Horace and Albert are
both down, and the blood flows away
from their wounds, and is drank up by the
the thirsty soil.

But a few days after the eventful he
of Waterloo, Matilda and Sir Oliver the

were in tue drawing room. Mr Uliver
had read to his daughter, who was sit-

ting in breathless agitation, the details him
tho battle, and was now he
and silently the list of the dead and

maimed.
'Can you, my dear girl," said he trem-

ulously,
at

to hear very bad news?" not
She could reply in no other way than
laying down her head on her father's

shoulder, and sobbing out the almost in-

audible word "read."
'Horace is mentioned as having been that

early iu the action, badly wounded, and
returned missing."
'Horrible !" exclaimed the

girl, and embraced her father more and
closely. to

'And our poor friend. Albert, isdan- - like
gerousiy woi d too,' lid her fath- -

Matilda made no reply, but as a mass
snow slips down from its supporting

bank as silently, as pure, and almost
cold, fell .Matilda from her father's

arms, insensible upou the floor. Sir w;is
Oliver was not surprised, but much

lie thought that she had not felt
quite enough for her lover, but too much to

her friend. A few days after, a Bel-

gium ing
officer was introduced by a mutual truly,

friend, aud was pressed to dine by Sir eyes
Oilver. As lie had been present at the her
battle, Matilda would not permit her

to prevent her meeting him at tho from
table. Immediately on her entering the
room, the officer started, and took every
opportunity of gazing on her intently,
when he thought he was not observed.

last he did so, so incautiously, and
a manner so particular, that when the

servants bad withdrawn. Sir Oliver
him if he had ever seen his daughter with

before.
"Assuredly not. but most assuredly a

resemblance," said he, cud he
produced the miniature which

had obtained from bis mistress. word
The first impression of both father and

daughter was that Horace was no more,
that the token had been entrusted thus

the hands of the officer, by the hands
the dying lover; but he quickly un-

deceived
rival

them, by informing thciit that was
was lying desperately but
wounded, at a farm house on the con-

tinent,
could

and that in fact he had suffered
amputation.

"Then in the name of all that is hon-
orable, howcaine you 13T thatminiature?" been
exclaimed Sir Oliver,

0, he had lost it to a notorious Oh.
at a gambling house at Brussels, on
eve of the battle, which sharper of--'

it to me as he supposed the gen-
tleman

simile
from whom he woo it, would him.

never come to repay the large sum of
money for which it was left iu pledge. away
Though T had no personal knowledge of
Colonel Hor.i'-'e- . yet as I admired the To

painting, and saw that the jewels were
worth more than the rascal asked for
them, I purchased it really with the
hope of returning it 'to its first proprie-
tor, if he should feel any value for it,
either as a family picture, or as some
pledge of affection; but I have not yet
had the opportunity of ineciiug with
him.

'What an insult!"aid Sir Oliver,
"What an scanj- - exelauu$4r

da, alter ue officer n;

Sir Oliver iinmc- -

liately repurchased the picture, and that
he had no further thought of marrying
his daughter to a gamester.

"Talking of minaturcs," resumed the
officer, a very extraordinary occurrence
Had just tout place. A. minaturc lias
actually saved the life of a gallant
young officer of the same regiment as
Horace, a fine fellow as ever bestrode a
a charge." to

'His name?"' exclaimed Matilda'and
Sir Oliver together.

'Is Albert, and he is second in com
mand, a high spirited fellow that same a
Albeit ?"

'.'Pray, sir, do me the favor to relate
the particulars," said Sir Oliver, and
Matilda looking gratefully at her father to
for the request.

"O, do not know them minutely,'' said
he, "but I believe it was simply that the
picture served his bos:mi as a sort of
breast plate, and broke the force of a
musket ball, but it did hot, however.
prevent him tronijreceiying a very smart
wound. The things was much talked of
for a day or two, and some Joking took to
place on the subject but when it was
seen that these raileries gave him nior
rin than the wound, the snbiect was
dropped, an d fif d to been a
forgotten. and

Shortly after the officer took his leave.
Tho reflections of Matilda were bit-

ter. Her miniature had been Iost,whilst her
the mistress of Albert, of that Albert
whom she felt might, but for family
pride, been her lover, was even iu effigy, own
the guardian anel of a life she loved too
well.'

Months elapsed, and Horace did not
appear. Sir Oliver wrote him an indig-
nant, letter, and bade him consider all O,
,.t,.r.

V I nrne J a m'el tncholy answer, in a

which he plead guilty to the charge
spoke of mildness, of intoxication, con-
fessed he was hi clesa, and that lie de love
served to be so; in a vrv.rd. he was so
nambie, so desponding, sq dispirited.

at even the insulted Matilda' was so't- -
ene.l, and shed tears over his blighted
hopes. And here we must do Horace

justice to say, that the minature was
uerely left m the hands ot the winner. nie,

behi; stranger, as a deposit until the
next morning, but which the next of

morning, did not allow him to redeem.
though rent from him a limb, and left ears.

as cue dead upou the field. Had
not gamed his miniature would not

have been lost to a sharper, the sum-
mons

the
to march would have found him

his quarters, his harrassed steed would little
have failed in tlie charge, and in all

probability, his limb would have been heart,
saved, and his love h ivo been preserved. yield

Ayear had now elapsed, and at length
Albert was anuounced. He had heard the

all intimacy was broken off between
Horace and Matilda, but nothing more. pretlV

The story of the lost minature was
confined to the few whom it con2eroed. that

those few wished all memory of it that
be buried in oblivion. Something the

a hope had returned to Albert's
He was gracious ty received by the

father, and dfSidentiy by Matilda. She it is

remembered the "broken minature" and
supposed him to have been iong and ar-

dently
ignore

attached to another. it

It was on a summer evening, there
no other company, the sun was once,

in glorious splendor. After dinner a

Matilda had retired only to tho window, man.

enjoy she said, that prospect the draw
room could not afford. he spoke

for Albert was not there. Her stirred,
were upou the declining sun, but raging

soul was still in the dining room.
At length Sir Oliver and Albert arose whothe table, and came and seated

themselves near Matilda. pour
"Co'mo Albert the story of the harsh

" said Sir Oliver. really
"Vrhaf ! fully, truly, and

tho
hearts

said Albert, looking at --Matilda.
"Of course."
"Oilesce or no offence." said Albert

a look of areh.nieaning. ..,...
"Whom could the tale possibly of-

fend?" said Sir Oliver. susS.

"That T am yet to learn. Listen." tho

As far as regarded Matilda, the last the
heart'swas wholly superfluous. She andto have lostevory faculty but hearing.

Albert in a low but yet hurried tone
commenced:

growth
"I loved, but was not loved. T bail a frosts

that was seductive. 1 say that he
preferred by the father, and not in-

different
linger

to the daughter. My love 1 your
not, I could not attempt to echoes,
but my actions, houor. bade me to

control, and 1 obeyed, The friend was God
admitted whore the lover would have cold

banished. My Successful rival
the minature of his mistress.

then, then 1 envied him, and
by unconquerable passions, I .1toe
clandestinely from an artist, a fae
of that which T so much envied Pat's
It was my heart's silent cnod;

an 1, when at last duty called me bis
from the ongnia n it oitcu did 1 there,

venture to gaze on (h
prevent my secret from being dis

covered by accident,-- ! the precious
token enclosed in a dt ile locket of
gold, which opened by cret spring,
known only to myself ai lie maker.

I razed on the lovely aires on. the
dawn of the battle dayr? returned it
to its resting place, and Aeart throb- -

bed proudly-unue- r its. lure. I was
conscious, that taere J ilsman,
and.-i- f ever-- 1 felt, it ' it was

ino- -

ream of slaughter. riabnis-flashe- d ov
er and around me what cared I ? I
had it on my heart, and a,tirave man's
sword in my hand and come the worst
1.. T 111 1 .1oettcr x couid nave otea man on tnat
noble field. The shower of fatal balls
hissed around me. What cared I? I
looked around to my feljow soldiers I
trusted for victory, and nty soul I en-
trusted to (tod. and shall I own it
for a few tears to my memory, I trusted

the original of this my bosom com-

panion."
''She must have had a heart of ice.

had she refused them," said Matilda in
voice almost inaudible with emotion.
Albert bowed gracefully, and thus

continued :

'While I was thus borne forward in
the very ecntrefof the struggle, a ball

struck at my heart but the guardian
angel was there and it was protected;
the minature the double case, even my
flesh penetrated, and the blood soiled

image of that beauty, for whose pro-
tection it would have joyed to flow."

Ine shattered case, the broken, the
blood stained minature. are now dearer

me than ever, and so will remain
life shall desert me."

"May T look upon those h ippy fea-

tures that have inspired ami preserved
heart so noble ?" said Matilda, in a low

distinct voice, that seemed
to her from excess of emotion.

Albert dropped upon his knee before
touching the spring, and placed the

minature in the trembling hand ot Ma-

tilda. In an instant she recognized her
resemblance. She was above the

affection of false modesty her eyes
with grateful tears she kissed the

crimsoned painting, and sobbed aloud
"Albert this shall never leave my bosom

my well my beloved
in Miwnilw mi in tlta ur-H- ta
happy soldier, Whilst one hung over

with unspeakable rapture,
that best boon upon a daughter's

A father's blessing!"

Scolding Mothers.
BY MRS. P. A. CROZLER.

"I declare, I never did see such a

young one in all the days cf my life,"
exclaimed Mrs. to her son John

who bad made himself happy for
last half hour, in uaking railroads and

the parlor chairs. -- Vou r always iu
mischief ! there, take that," boxing his

An observer would not wender that nnd
Johnnie was a troublesome boy indeed

only marvel would be that all
is not crushed out of his soul. But you

as
does that passionate mother

that she is sowing ill that young andseed which will spring up and can
a hundred fold of bitterness and

sorrow. Little does she imagine that
lineaments of her own dark coun-

tenance
Bill

are becoming impressed on that
child's face, which she has thus thesummarily banished. She thinks not

she is painting a plotted picture for bet.
bo3''s memory; a picture in which as

mother will appear only as a cruel
unloving monster.

Header, do you turn away, feeling that in
impossible that woman should thus

degenerate herself, that she should thus
her maternal nature ? Alas, that

my
last

should be so true. HeIt has been my misfortune more than
to occupy the same dwelling with

scolding wonian,and stay with the wise
It is better to dwell in the l.'i

than with a contentious and angry The
woman. If ever my soul's depths were

it has been when. listening to the
storm of woman's passions,

perhaps on' a child. Sadly her
must be the soul of that mother. a

can. day after day, year after year, by
out, without remorse, a torrent of u

words upon the ears of tliose sue his
loves, wounded and crushing the
of the sensitive, till hatred takes

place of loves, and the evil genius
jMcsides, witere once the heavenly me

loved to linger.
11 wn-- .i 111 II Iiii'V imtn iitfl

1," tl,.- - tnnm nfrni rwo I gll'1

Soft and silvery as the music oi lived

streamlet, rich and melodious a
chime of boils, they may melt the asked

hardiness, warm the affections, not

kindle up the latent spark of said
to a generous glow. Harsh and limb,

vituperative, they may kill the tender
of hope and love, as the late kiss?

do kill the buds of spring.
Mother, the echoes of your voice may do

for long years iu the hearts of

children; shall they be soft, sweet a
that shall seem like angel music

them, winning them to the love of pay

and earth; or shall they boa rough,
ciamor, driving them 011 to
an 1 despair? two

111 a
JDQfi'at was hungry, and got out oft: . .. ..carsjorroircsuiuein. j nvm ' ' '.v j f;,,.,,s

thougntless!yVeiit on wiinonc mm will
ire wa s up. "Ye spa'pe. n!" h

starting on a run, aim snakingi
fist as he flaw after the train. "Stool

yo old statue wagin; ye muinerin
ye've got a passenger room

ird tliat's left behind!

How Jim Donnellan Out-trade- d

Uncle Billy Snow.
Old Uncle Billy was and is the keen

est trader in the country. He was nev
er known to make a bad bargain. Ma-
ny a trap has been laid to catch him. but
his operations always turned out so as
to add something to his pile, and still
more to his reputation. Some time since
a party of young men, talking of Uncle
HUiy's great luck in this Way. various
instances were mentioned of his extra-
ordinary trades and his uniform success.
Jim Donnellan offered to bet that he
would catch him brfore two days. Of
course that was taken as soon as pro-
posed, and soon after Jim left- - them to
make his preparations to win. The next
day was Court day, and Jim and Uncle
JJilly met at the Court House.

"Good morning, Uncle Billy," said
Jim; "all well

"Pretty well. I thank yoU, Jeemes my
son."

"Any trade on hand this morning?"
enquired Jim.

"Nothin' in particular, Jeemos; times
rather dull just now; people don't trade
as they used to do."

"That's a fact. Uncle Billy," respond-
ed Jim. "Well since nothin-j- r better
offers, supposiu' you and I make a
trade?"

"Xo objection in the world Jeemes.
Go ahead and let's hear from you."

"Well, Uncle Billy, I have a mare
yonder, that I want to trade for that of
yours how will you trade?"

"I don't know exactly," responded
Mr. Snow, "but as mules are generally
considered worth more than horses, and
your mare is getting along in years, I
s'pose ten dollars wouldn't be too much,
would it ? (rive ma ten dollars and the
mare, and you may take the mule.''

"Done!" exclaimed Jim. perfectly de-
lighted. .

The money was paid ever, and the
animals handed over to their new mas
ters. Jim took the mule home, and that
night the beast lay down and died. This
was a sore blow to our hero; but lie had
one more day left, and determined to
save himself. The next morning found
him and Snow at the same place, and in
conversation as follows:

"Uncle Billy," said Jim. "T think vou
come the srrtrn g game over me vestcr- -

day. in that mule of yours. I don't
like him so well this morning as I did
yesterday I don't think he improves on

.acquaintance what'll you take to rue?" go
(swap back.)
".Now, Jeemes, my son," answered ey

Uncle Billy, "I don't wrat to be hard on
you. but you took me up on the first at
hop. and you know a trade's a trade.
Uut if you are anxious to rue, I don't
care much. Give me ten dollars more say

you may have your mare back." do
'Uncle Billy. Ill do it! exclaimed

Tim in great delight. "But only on one life.
condition each man must come after

take away his own beast. I didn't
bring my mule along to day. ami I see the

didn't ride the inure, so it is as long
it is broad, I'll givafcyou ten dollars

uow, and I'll go home with you first
get the mare, and afterwards you
send or come for the mule at any has

time."
"Any way. Jeemes," replied Uncle

v.
The money was paid, and Jim and

old man started. The next dwy
when the crowd had met to decide the

Jim was there giving his experience
follows:
'The old man and I wont along very

cosily together, talking about everything
the world except our trade. This

question I dodged. I was afraid to open
lips until 1 got my luarc safe. At
we reached the old man's house.
said to metis he entered the yard:

'Jeemes. my son, there is your mare
you can take her away with you.'
And boys, if there wan't the old m ire

in the yard as dead as a door nail.
!nfnnal died thesttmc night with

themule!" Z'orfar' fipirfauf. tin- - Time.

"John." quoth the gentle Julia to
sleepy lord, one warm morning at

late hour, "I wish you'd take pattern
the thermometer!" "As how?,' raur

tired her worser half, sleepilv openin
optics. "By rising, you sluggard.'

ll'iu! I wish you'd imitate that other
Gzainagig that hangs by it the

-- Why so?" "Cause, then you'd let
know when a storm Vas coming."

BST'CiiAKMisa Delicacv. A little
at read thus: " 1 lie widow

on a small lliubaey, left leer by a

relative." What do call the word?"
the teacher; "the word is legacy,

limbaey:" "But, Miss Johnson."
the little girl, 1 says I must y

not leg."

what is the interest ofa
asked sweet sixteen of her sire.

W hy. really, I don't know. Why
vou a: k? "

"Because John, my cousin, borrowed!
kiss, last night, from me, and said he'd;

me back, som 'the ghts, with,
terest after we arc married."

G7--A gipsy women promised to show
youn" ladies Uieir husoauds faces
pail ol water. J nev iookcu aim

exclamed "Why.wo only see our own
Well said the ghrsT'thosc faces

be your husbands when you arc
married."

r"Io vou keep the bar here?"
inquireu a traveler 01 agcnututtauij

loafer, a few days since.
1 ai me lici

Marriage.
Nature never did betray the soul that

loved her; and nature tells men and wo-
men to marry. Just as the young man
is entering upou life. just as he conies
to independence and man's estate just
as tho crisis of his being is to be solved.
and it is to be seen whether he decide
with the good, and the great, and the
true, or whether he sink and be lost for- -
over matrimony irives him ballast and
a right impulse. War with nature and she t
a 1 mi.takes a sure revenge, lell a young man
not to have an attachment that is virtu-
ous, and he will have one that is vicious.
Virtuous love, the honest love of a man
for a woman ho is about to marry, gives
him an anchor for his heart, something
pure and beautiful for which to labor
and live. And the woman, what a pur
ple light it srreds upon her path; it makes
life no day dream, no idle hour. n'o paint-
ed shadow, no passing show, but some-
thing real earnest, worthy of heart and
head. But most of us are cowards, and
dare not think so; we lack grace; we are
of little faith; our inward eye is dim and
dark. The modern young lady must
marry in style; the modern young gen-
tleman marries a fortune. But in the
meanwhile the girl grows into an old
maid, and the youth takes chambers
ogles it the nursery maids, and becomes

man about town, a man whom it is
dangerous to ask into your house, for
his business is intrigue. The world
might have had a happy couple; instead

gets a woman fretful, nervous, fanci-
ful, a plague to all around her. He be-
comes a sceptic in all virtue; a corrupt-
er of the youth of both sexes; a curse in
whatever domestic circle he penetrates.
Even worse may result. She may be
deceived and may die of a broken heart.

He may rush from one folly to anoth-
er: associate only with the vicious aud
depraved; bring disgrace and sorrow on
himself and all around; and sink into an
early crave. Our great cities show what
become of men and women who do not
marry. Worldly fathers and mothers
advise not to marry till they can afford to j

support a wife, and the boys wickedly
expend double tho amount in low com-- i
pany. Hence it is, all wise men (like
Franklin') advocate early marriages; and
thit all ''rent men. with mro exceptions.
have been men that mariied young. I

had only one hundred '

a year when he first married. j

l.md was so poor that he had to i

- . ni iin i iarc marKcr. London, to buy )

sprats for (stinnar. ColeridgeahdSouth-- J
we can t hud ha. I any income at all

when they got married. We question
any time whether Luther had more ;)ud

fifty pounds a year. Wo blast hu- -

inanity in its very dawn. Fathers, yon y"u
you teach your sons prudence you j

nothing of the kind; your worldly- -

wise and clever son is ah ead v ruined for
You will find him at the faro life.
at freelove circles. Your but

worldly wisdom taught him to avoid
snare of marrying young: and soon saj'

if he is not involved in embarrass-
ments

for
that will lad a life he is a blaze

fellow heartless, false, without a single
generous sentiment or manly aim; he

"No God, no Heaven, in the wide bar
world !" Home Journal.

County Newspapers--The- ir Use.
County papers arc of much more val-

ue than the people imagine.
They very naturally aid in directing

public attention to mattes in which ev bless
ery citizen is more or less interested.

They contribute in a variety of ways
to tho formation of public opinion, on
subjects of public interest. lot,

Thoy furnish very convenient
for the dissuasion of questions come

of local interest.
They aid in giving character and im-

portance to the county in which they up
arc published. of

They stimulate a taste for reading, which
and disseminate, in the course of one heal,
year a vast amount ofuseful information
much of which would not reach a por-
tion of their reader through any other of
channel. and

Thev are of essential service in pub the
lishing various items of local intelligence vail
in which the citizens are more or let hide
interested, but of of which many would
remain uninformed, were it not for these
papers. foibles

In short county papers add 111 a they
great variety of ways to the character,
intelligence and prosperity of the coun-
ty in which they are published; aud.
therefore, have a strong claim for sup-
port

jewel
upon all who arc directly or indirect rarity.

ly benennea ny mom. occurs.
As to the objections we not frequent-

ly
on

hear urged against the support of
country papers that the price charged
for them is too high, it may be replied trial
that the price at which it can be afford-

ed
the

depends mainly upon the number oi

of its subscribers. The chief expense
in the publication ofa paper consists in
setting up the matter, una tnousanu. "Oh.
or even ten thousand copies can be fur-
nished at a very small addition to the hand.
cost over and above the cost of compo
sition.

lotBMrs. Twaddler says one ot her
cauaren uou n.i.- - uuuuug, ua ii do
ouier uuu uw-o-. "
boy is Answer 111,13-

- bo forwar
ded till the mail closes. the

h'c
New York Evangelist heads may

one of its columns Sunny Side." This may
column contains eighteen items, all

to presents to pastors during the
recent holidays, amounting ui the ag-
gregate

like
to gins

"The World Owes mea Living."
That's false, sir 1 It doesn't owe yo-- ;

a farthing. You owe the world for ti:
light of its days, the warmth of its sun
shine, the beauty of its earth and sk
and for its love, affections and friend

!sn'P, clustered around and clung to yon
wortniess trunk. or all these, and otl
cr blessings of countless numbers, yo
are a debtor. You have never thanked
God for health and life. You neve
niade the world better for your living.
iou one iui tue urea mi you oreatnc an:

me strength you enjoy. 1 ouliave notl.
ing to your credit on the daybook or
ledger of life not a cent. You hav
never taken a dollar's stock in Heaver
you are a miserable, aimless, in dolci.
bankrupt. You float down the strear..
of your lazy existence like flood wood o.i
water. Were you to sink to-da- y int
oblivion you would not leave a bubble

The world owes you a living ! Wher-- .

is there a manly thought uttereJ, or a
noble deed performed? Whereare

of your labor? Nowhere.
You are longing through life with your
hands in your pockets, an indolent loaf-
er, swearing and slavering nonsense.
You drink, gamble, and chew tobacco,
but never earned your, bread. A pile
of lumber would be of more account, for
that could be worked into forms of use-
fulness and beauty; but you will not
make anytlung of yourself, or allow so-
ciety to do it. A world of such as you
would be the place to live in, indeed!
You have degraded our common man-
hood, instead of ennobling and elevating
it, and in nothing but the form and vul-
gar speech, arc you above the brutes that
perish. And because you are too lazy
to work, you claim that the world owes
you a living !

Don t tell that he again, you slnu- -

rard !I T(,n r..l,l 1 - 1.1
- viu aiiu airctciy wuuiu not

suffer loss were lightning to strike you,
or the cholera to take you off. Thero
are too many of such. Were you treat-
ed as drones in the hives, you would
have been kicked out of creation long
a?- - You are a sponge swollen with
what you have absorbed from society.

ou dwarfed the intellect given you,
land neglected the endowment it would
have brought you. So effectually have

wasted the boon of life, that unless
your bones shall go to the
fi'om, and your picked carcass as a
tilizer upon some God forsaken spot, you
"Wi passed through lite to no purpose,
The tobacco you have chewed, has only
opfijed everything around j ou, and the
'"l"" you nave irrank has only been
adulterated by your miserable nature,

'een turned into rowdyism and
U'lnity. You contaminate everything

touch, and even those like you will
keep their children from the leprosy of
your teaching and example.

No, sir, you owe the world a better
You never cau pay all the debt,

you can do better and commute for
twenty-fiv- e cents on the dollar. Do and

something noble and manly; labor
some honorable purpose, and not

inhale God's pure air for nothing, and
grunt through existence like ahog,

only two aims in life to reach the
and the dinner table; and only two

attributes to eat to gluttony anddrink
drnukencss.
The world owes no such a man a

Cayuga Chief.

Tim Shadows of CintoiiooD. rfiod
the little children! We like their

wiuningways, their rosy dreams!
seems to weigh down their buoyant

spirits; long misfortnuc may fall to their
but the shadows it casts upon their

are fleeting as the clouds that
and go in an April sky. Their
may, perchance, appear dark to

others, but to their fearless gaze it looms
brilliant and beautiful as the walls
a fairy palace. There is no tear

the mother's gentle hand cannot
no anguish which the sweet mur-

muring of her soft, low voice cannot
soothe. The warni, generous impulses

their nature have not been fettered
cramped by the cold fsrnialities of

world; they have not yet learned to
a hollow heart with false smiles, or
the basets purposes beneath
words. Neither are they

on the alert to search out faults and
with Argus eyes; on the contrary,

exercise that blessed charity which
thmketh no evil."

Tiii r.i.v Said. Wit is like the
precious iu its sparkle and in its

A really clever thing seldom
l hen it appears it should bo

record. The exhibitor of a sewing
machine, now attracting every body's

at the Capitol, had finished :i
ofit at the Executive lloom. AVheu
needle had evidenced its power

to annihilrte labor "Lid you
said the exhibitor, "did you ever.

Governor, see a handsomer machine?''
yes." instantly answered our
Chief 3Iagistrato, "a pretty girl's

EQTo do the best, can seldom bo Uic
of man; it is sufficient if, when op-

portunities are presented, he is ready to
good. How little virtue could be

practised, if benificenec were to wait
for the most proyer objects, and

noble.--t occasions occasions that
never happen, aud objects that
never be found.

8&A Yankee asks, "When is charity
a top?" end answers, - When i'
to hum.''


